"What was the sentence?" he asked quickly.

"Exile."

"For all?"

"Yes."

"Thanks."

The man walked away.

"See?" said Sizov. 'They're interested."

Suddenly they were surrounded by a dozen young girls
and boys whose loud ejaculations attracted other people
to the little crowd. The mother and Sizov stopped. They
were asked what the sentence was, how the prisoners had
conducted themselves, who had made speeches and what
they had said; and all the questions were asked with such
genuine concern that the mother was only too glad to
answer them.

"Gentlemen! This is. the mother of Pavel Vlassov,"
said someone, and instantly there was silence.

"Allow me to shake your hand!"

Somebody's strong hand gripped the mother's fingers
and somebody's agitated voice said, "Your son is an ex-
ample of courage for all of us."

"Long live the Russian workers!" came a loud cry.

The cries increased and multiplied, breaking out now
here, now there. People camfc running from all sides,
crowding about Sizov and the mother. Policemen's whistles
were blown, but they could not drown out the cries.
Sizov laughed* To the mother this seemed a happy dream.
She smiled and bowed and pressed people's hands, while
tears of joy filled her eyes. Her legs ached with ^weari-
ness, but her overflowing heart reflected impressions like
the bright surface of a lake.

Someone close to her began to speak in a clear, ner-
vous voice.

"Comrades, today the monster devouring the Russian
people has closed its greedy jaws on----"

"We had better be going, mother," said Sizov.

At that moment Sasha came up and, taking the mother
by the arm, led her to the other side of the street.